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till she took over too much water for 20 m.p.h. and turned back
to the Sound. We turned back, willingly, and kept station till
within the breakwater: then home: but the poor Keppet has to
wait out there.

My own boat is in the shed, till I finish these R.A.F. tests.
Almost sick of speed boating, I am, now.

What is the discount? It sounds like an unarmoured ship,
and should not be the smallest of its class, or rank, or shouldn't
it be the Viscountess! 'She' says the incarnate sailor, stroking
the gangway of the Iron Duke, 'can be a perfect bitch in a cross-
sea'. 'He surely' I suggest, but the incarnate deny it. What can
a mere airman say? Yours sincerely,                            T E SHAW.

I should, properly, have the honour to be, Sir, your obedient
Servant: but the proprieties have been observed with the Lieut
at the top. Unless you are a Commander now. I hope so.

443 :   TO LADY ASTOR
10. vi. 31                                                                                  Plymouth
Dear Peeress, Indeed and I was asleep & abed. How good of
the Corporal to tell you! We had a hard 7^ hours run down
from Southampton here in our motor-boat, got in before 7 P.M.,
ate, made down our beds, & slept nobly till Sunday morning.
Now I hope to be at Mount Batten for a month. Ring me up
(before 10 P.M. if possible) and we will meet.
No pillion. The new Traffic Act puts pillion-affording beyond
modest means, and forces the love-sick to screw nasty iron-
spring-things to their back mudguards.
No speed-boat either, now. I have much testing of the R.A.F.
boat still to do, and cannot put my own pet in the water till that
is all done.
So you will have to make do with my undistinguished person,
unaided except by an anglo-irish tongue. Au revoir.           T.E.S.